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twenty miles per day, camping out every night, and
reached that place after a march of twenty days".
Every morning the overseer called the roll, when
every slave must answer to his or her name, felling to
the ground with hi. cowhide, any delinquent who
failed to speak out in quick time. After the roll had
been called, and our scanty breakfast eaten, we
marched on again, our company presenting the ap-
pearance of some numerous caravan crossing the desert
of Sahara. When we pitched our tents for the night,
the slaves must immediately set about cooking not
their supper only, but their breakfast, so as to be
ready to start early the next morning, when the tents
were struck; and we proceeded on our journey in this
way to the end.

At Sodus Bay there was then one small tavern,
kept by a man named Sill.

The bay is ten miles in length and from a half to
two miles in breadth, and makes an excellent harbor.
The surrounding country then was almost an unbroken
wilderness.

After Capt. Helm had rested a few days at Sodus,
he went six miles up the bay and purchased a large
tract of land lying on both sides of that beautiful
sheet of water, and put his slaves on to clear and cul-
tivate it. Then came the "tug of war." Neither the
overseer nor the slaves had the least knowledge of
clearing land, and that was the first thing to be done.from the land of my birth, a fettered slave.ecially when recurring to
